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EVERYBODY thought|with both parents in favor of Blair. “I do,” eried Mrs. Story, “but you | had written Mrs. Story halr a dozen | house almost as quickly. It was still This time he had not been on | he sald that he'd go to the mountains
that Jack Blair had Then came the vacation season, |8ee I don't know myself. BEell wants | titnes and hls bill for telegrams was | boarded up, and repeated pressures on | guard 10 minutés when he beheld |or he'd go nowhere. Ma, she sald
the Inside track with [and Bell announced that no one|to go to the springs, I want to go to | nearly $50. Nelther to latter nor the push botton alicited no response. | Billy hurrylng toward him carrying | she'd go to Atlantle City or she'd
the Storys, from gruff the shore, and William Insists on the | wire had he received a veply and For half an Nour Blalr patrolled s | Bo nowlieré, Pa, hie smiles and says
old Willlam Story to mountalng.  Of course. we shall end | there was no mall at the apurtments. | the street in front of the house, then ‘ull right. We'll play the second
fnquisitive Billy Story, by golng to the siore.” Mrs. Story had played Kim false, fa private  watchman warned him cholco. We'll go nowhere.' Then

to say nothing of Mrg

Story and Bell herself,
and It was the Inside
track with Bell that

Jaclk cought

Fred Widmer puassed
hlin cloge for advantage, but Blalr
was the more popular with the elders
a8 he was Independently yieh and
Tred was dependent upon the salary
he received as manager for the Auto-
matiec machine company.

It wae not a very large salary an
yet, for the company was a new one,
and thonugh it secmed destined to rev-
olutionize certain lines of industry
with the application of its new meth-
ods, the indusiries,

as yet, had re-
fused to be revolutionlzed and the
fight promised to be a long, hard one

Blair, counting upon parental sup-
port, regarded with mlild disdain
Bell's slight preference for Widmer
and was graclously patronlzing to his
rival.

Blalr wuas offensive in his patron-
age, a8 he was offensive In his love-
making. He had been accustomed
from childhood to regard money as
the magical wand that can conjure
up the heart’s desires.

He had sought to impress the elder
Storys with his wealth, Instead of su-
ing for Bell's favor, and so Wldmer,
with his boylsh good humor and ten-
der yreverence for the woman he loved,
had gained at least one polnt against

BELL

should know of the place selected.
She had had a hard winter, between
fighting for Fred and against Blalr,
and she wanted to rest and be alone

Blalr smiled hils acquliescence and
sought Mrs. Story for advice. Mrs
Story hemmed and hawed until Blair
glew Angry.

“You needn't tell me if you don't
want 0, ho exclalmed with ley po-
Itenoss.  “‘I thought | might just
happen to be there and I could show

his rival. Bell favored his suit, | Miss Bell a good time. Of course if
though It seemed o hopeless case, ' vou don't wani mﬂ—_r-"
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ICK DORING flung the

wok Into the corner
whera the evening
paper nlrendy 1y

crumpled ana desplaed
Hopefully he glaneed

it the clock, but the
hands were still Jow
on the dial It was

nat yet 7:20, though

It seemed fally an hour

sinee he had lagt look-
ed up to see the hands at 21 minutes
past,

There were times when Doring
liked to sit beside the fire with a hook
and his pipe, and hear the blg drops
gplash againsgt the sash: But that was
when he was comfortable in mind
and body, and the suggestion of the
discomfort outside hightened the
sense of coziness within, Tonlight be
was not comfortable In mind and
this condition was reflected in his
physieal bheing

He had dined early because there
was nothing else to do, and now he
found the paper dull and the books
which, In other times were his favor-
ftes, now actually horing him.

He did not feel llke dressing and
going to the theater—all plays were
of love: of love that ended happlly,

and therefore they were not true
1o life.
Look al his own experience' Just

because he had told Lena Clayton
that ler newest fall dress made her
look 10 years older, there had bheen a
quurre] and for the fifth time she had
glven back the ring and had burst
into tears. There wag no longey any
novelty in recelving hig ring back,
and her tears were alwayyg an accom-
panifiment to the ¢eremony,

Beafore he had always protested hils
penitence hofore the firet round tear
~herald of the flood to come—had
made Its journey down her rounded
cheek. This time hie had been thor-
oughly out of humor with himself
Lena and the world in general. He
had slipped the ring into bis pocket
and had told her that if she wanted
it again she could ask for It, as var-
fous unpleasant things would happen
to him before he would mnke any
more overtures,

So matters had stood for more than
three weeke. Dick told himself (hat
Lena would never be the first to

DICK DORINO

speak, and he aleo tried migerably to
convince himself that It would be ih-
#dne to humor liey by sbasing him-
Belf again

He explained to Nimself that he
was forever apologizing —which was
yery true-—and he neglocted to add
thut elways the fault was hls—which
Was equally the truth.

More than once, degplte this new

determination, he hod heen tempted |

to call up. He had even taken up
the recelver of the telephone to get
2 connection, but the volce of the

operator who served the switehboayd |

of Lo apartment liowse had bhroken
the charm, ond he had wuttered

Bomething about having changed his |

mind and had replaced the recelver
on the hook.

Now he rose frora his chair and
approiched the telephione. The shiny
lack box held interesting possibili-
tles, In five minutes he could gain
Epeech Wilhh Leun without golug out
Into the raln. In five minutes he
tould sat at rest all doubts and wor-
ries—or In five minutes he could call
*enny Harmer over to play poker He
knew that Belding was in and they

could make it a three-handed game
and Ignore the rain and lovers' quar-
rel.

He ralged the recefver from the
"hook and gave Harmer's number. [n
a moment a femillne voice answered
and Doring started. He had never
noticed before how much like Lena
Claylon, Lena Harmer, Ben's sister,
gpoke. Funny that they should both

be named Lena and both should
’sponk nlike,
“That yon, Lena?" he called.

“Thls {8 Dick; Dick Doring.”

“Dicky, you darling,’” came in fer-
venl tones over the wire, nearly
causing Doring to drap the receiver.
‘I knew that you would be the first
to speak.”

“l say!
Doring.

“It's Lena, of course,” came Lhe re-
ply. "Lena Clayton, slnce you seem
to know 80 many Lenas. Whom did
you thlok 1t was?"

“Lena Harmer,” explained Doring
promptly.

“Her name is Caroline,” cried the
one at the wire,

“Benny calls her Lena, you know,
though you girls call her Carrle.”

“That's too thin, Dicky,” eame in
mocking tones. '“The Harmers' num-
ber I8 in the South exchange. This is
Main. You couldn't have made such
a mistake, neither could central. You
called me up and your nerve falled
you.”

“It's no such thing,"” declared Dor-
ing hotly. “I called Benny up to

Who 1s this?"” demanded

Invite him over to play poker. [ gave
the number distinetly. Anyway,” he
added  triumphantly, “you spoke
first."

“What a fibber!" eame in shocked
tones, "““Why, you called me up.”*

“But you spoke first,” he Inslsted.
“You sald ‘Hello.' "

“Of courze [ ald,” admltted Lena,
‘but you spoke first when you called
my number,"

Y1 dldn't eall your number,’* Insist-
ed Doring. "I tell you | was trying
to get Benny Ilarmer over to play
poker,"

“And 80 you called me up,” she
retorted.  “Did you decide to change
the game to—hearts?"

“It 18 a pretty sood game on a
lonely night like this,”” sauld Dorlng.
“If you'll admit that you spoke first
1'l1l come over."

“1 won't do any such thing. How
do you know that [ waut to have you
over here?”

“Don't you?" pleadingly.

““That's telllng,” teased Lena,
“Why don’t you ask If you may come
and find out?”

“Because | said T was going to walit
and make you speak first,”" ho ex-
plained “Of course, now that vou
did speak first, I don't mind telling
You that [ saw you yesterday in the
new dress and you look stunning.”

“Do you really thiuk s80?" asked
the glrl, “It's an awfully pretty dress
and Jt makes me look five years
younger."'

“An error of 15 years, all told," de-
clared Doring. “but you haven't ask-
ed meo over yet,"

“You haven't aeked to comé, aond
you can‘t come until you adiit that
you called up and thal's speaking
first."”

“Jet's call It n tie,” he suggested.
“I didn’t call you, you didn't call, so
we nelther of us spoke first.”’

“If you didn't call me, then ring
off, and vou can get the wire you
wanted. 111 hahg up the recelver.™

“Don’t do that,” pleaded Doring.
“1 guesa—well, I didn't eall up, but
I'll say I did. 1 guess I wanted to
and-—well

1-1 spokée frst,
over please?"

“If you will be a very good and
| polite 1ttle bhoy perliaps I'll let you
come and—and make up.”’

The boy on duty at the switeh
| board looked up, 45 Doring paused

bofore the desk.

“What was that number [ called a
little while ago?' hé asked.

“You called 1126 south, but I guess
I done give you that number in main
!.\ou always calls up,” announced the
{boy, “I'm sorry | made a mistake,
Mr. Doring.”

“I'm not,” announced Doring as he
passed over a bill, “You got the
right number, even if It was wrong."”

Now, may I come

“Then I think I'll go to the shore,"”
decided Blaly. “If you don't happen
to coma then 1’11 go on to the Sprihgs
and follow to the mountaing

Mrs. Story nodded her approvil of
this idea and so {t happened that
Blair spent two evry conifortable
weeks at Atlantle Clty before he le-
gan to worry

Then he spent two uncomfortable
weeks up and down the coast and, as
nelther note]l nor hoaiding house de-
veloped a sign of the Storys. he made
for Saratoga. Another two weeks In
the mountains and Blalr headed for
home.

The Storys' house was hoarded up
—and there was no sign of life. Blalr
went past the place three tlmes and
then mounted the steps and rang the
beil. There was no answer and at
last he beat a retreat

He was In no pleasant frame of
mind and he made for the park to
sit In the shade and think it over, He

He thotght of thie c'fts he Liad ldv-
ished on the traitrefs and ground
his teeth

He hunted up Wldmer's place of
business in the faint hope that he
wight know goihething, but the office
boy reported that Wilmer had gone
on a vacation enfd he did not know
what his address wis nor when he
would return,

Blocked nt every peint, Blaly could
only give up the search for the mo-
ment and seek forgétfulness In other
diversions e took In a roof garden
and was hored by the performance

Ag he left the place when the last
act wne half over he strolled down
the street to see an electrle cab whisk
past containing the perfidious Storys
Bell - was not with them, but there
was no mistaking the fat compla-
cency of William Story nor the chiid-
ish pride of hls spouse.

There was no cab handy, and Blair
jumped aboard a car and reached the

nway, and as he dld not care to of-
ferr explanation he had to go.

The gex! morning as he was dress-
ing he glanced out of the window,
and on a paszing ecar behind Mra.
Story in an end seat on the open car,

and next to her was Bllly, It was
endy to imagine that Bell and her
fatlier were further along on the

seat, and with a scrowllng faco Blair
went down to breakfast.

Now he was certaln that they were
In town and hiding from him, and he
determined to find them if he had to
engage tha services of detectives. Tt
was a dirty trick, he (-1d hims=elf, and
the more he thought about It the
more angry he grew,

Half a2 dozen.times that aftennoon
he passed the Story home, and each
time the temptation to press the bul-
ton was too strong to be reslsted.
There was no answer, and Blair went
sullenly to dinner, and later in the
evening he resumed his watch

HE cold November
downpour drove oven
lfom Blake to an over-

crowded gtreet car
There remnined one
unoccupied strap, to

which he attached him-
self.

He looked grimly
over the dripping, anx-
fous passengers to the
ralngwept vistns of the
avenue, and his heart was filled with
i longing for the green lields and the
meadow lands of hix home

“What a migerable grind eity life
{8!”" he thonght. “'How anyone cun
choose it is beyond me, and how much
worse for a wonlan—a working wom-
an—even than a man."”

He looked at the drabbled skirt of
a voung gIirl i the seat opposite, at
her old-fashioned hat and her cheap
little imltations of prevalling styles

By force of contrast came to his
memory the vision of a glender slip
of a girl in a dress of peach-pink,

'’ | thought vou were
away from green

ring life here
entirely weaned
fields."
He stared at her wonderingly
“WII you tell me “vhen you came,

where your position lg, where you
Hyve, and why vou did not let e
know you were here?"

“I came here three dayvs ago. I do
typewriting in the law office of
Boardman & Livingston. I board at

UL b

227 Morton ave.”

“That Is In the same block where
my boarding hguse It—but my last
question, Beasie!"

I didn't suppoge you would care to
Know."

““Besslo! "

Just then n woman, weary and old,
canie Into the eat, and Tom Instantly
gave her hisx #eal nond huhg on to a
striup utitll one of the two men seated
In ftont of Bessie lelft the car. 1o
#lipped into thils seat, looking Keenly
at hils companion.

“len’t your name Weldon—Qeorge

Weldon 7!

letter 1 left for you!"

““No; not even a message. Then
came your note from the college, and
well, 1 didn't write again, becausn
every time | saw Julia, ghe sald ghe
had heard from vou and that you
wera having stich a gay time, that
vou llved in a blg boarding house and
were golng to theaters and-—"

Tom's laugh rang out lustily.

“1Iam at a blg boarding house, but
as yet only khow one man to speak
to. Haven't been to a theater—wae
will go to one tonight.”

Her laugh was mirthful but a little
apologetie

“l ought to have seen the method
{n Julln's madness.”

“Tell me why you came here, Bes-
sle?"

“1 was 80 Jonesome, [ couldn't stay
thero. My uncle got me this posi-
tion.”

“And you llke It go much you never
want to go back!'" he safid with a
sigh. “And you are maklug so much
money—""'

BIESSIE HAD GONB TO THE CITY TO ACCEPT A POSITION

glanding knee deep in a field of duis-
fes. With a shudder he tried Lo rea-
lize her environed by ribbon counter
or office desk

Then he fell to wondering as he
bad 8o many times of late, what had
ceme between him and this game slip
of a girl gince he had left the farm.
She had heen away from home on a
vislt when he cawme to the clty, and
had not replied to the Jong letter he
had left for her. To the letter he
bhad written from here had come In
reply only a tormal little note, and
then, unbroken silence

“There’s a seat!" growled the con-
ductor, brushing past him, and Tom
noted that during his reverie there
had been many exits. \When he was
seated, he recalled the stil] yunopeéned
letter in his pocket, and he protend-
ed to open It

It was {rom his cousin and house-
keeper, Julla. At the close he read:
““Have you geen Bessle yet? She has
taken a fine position In an office in
the clty. Getsa big zalary, and never
wante to come back to the country
again, It scems she learned type-
writing while she was at her aunt
Laura's."

Tom looked dejectedly out of the
window. His world seemed upside
dowin He was vaguely conscions of
fomeone occupying the seat beside
him, and then the volee of his dreams
HpoHe

“You baven't
friends so soon.'

He turned and looked into Besale's
blue eyes

“1 just learned from a letter that
you were here. Why did you come—''

“1 had a longing for c¢ity life, same
s you hafl, s0 I got a position here "

His face darkened

“You don't seem
she said, lushing

“No Beeele;: 1 am not [ don't like
to think of you as anywhere but back
there th the green fields. 1 wish we
were both there this minnte. "

She looked incredulous,

“You'd give up your active, stir-

{orgotien old

to be pleased,”

“Yes,” gnid the man, extending hlsl
hand “1 was_almost sure it was
You, Blake, and I was wondering why '
vou #éem to be living here, and how
for off your thoughts were."

“They were only back to the farm.”

“I don’t wonder. You are a born
farmer. WIill you tell me why you
left that fine 600-acre farm your
father bequeathed you? 1 should
think you'd ask nothing better.”

“I don't. I am here to fit myself
to run It; that Is, sclentifically. I,
cameo here a couple of months ago to'
attend the Agricultural college and
take a slx-months' course

“Qood ldea!"" Llve at the col-
loge?"
‘““No, they Wwers crowded when |

came, so 1 bonrd out hars Iy the su-
burbe,”

"“"Enjoying the
schoul hoursa?'

“No; I study evenings. 1 waht to
crowd s much In thése six months
ag [ can, [ khow no one Were, and I
don’t care to make any acquaintances
for 8o short n thme. T tell you, Wel-
don, the green flelds wiii look pretty
good to me next spring,”

Weldon looked 4s If he had heard
enolgh of his old time acquaintance's
affalrs, but Tom inglstently contihued

“I had always wantéd to take this
course, and one da)} when Beptemnber
harvesting was well under way, 1 just
packed my grlp and éame on a mo-
ment’'s notice."

“Morton av!' bawled the condife-
tor,

Tom helped Beseie off the car, and
they went down the avenue under the
same unbrella.

“Tom,"” she sald shyly,
all yvou said to that man!*

“1 ralsed my volce so vou should.
It was to you I was talking. 1 think
I boredq Weldon.™

“When | came lLoine from Aunt
Laura’s | heard You had come here.
I went to your house and yvonr cousin,

city 1ifs out of

“1 heard

Julla, told me yon had gone hecause
you were tired of farm life."
“But she surely gave you the long

She looked at him ruefully.

0, Tom, after I pay my board,
washing and car fare I will have 25
cents a week. 1 work until 6 at night
and go to bed at 9, and | don't know
a soul to speak to. It's very gay!'"

The Mittle break in her voice was
sweet music to Tom.

“Tomorrow will be Saturday, Bessie.
Will you resign and let me take you
home tomorrow night? 1I'd like (o
make Julla deliver that letter, There
{8 much In it to answer.”

“Tom, I did rezign. I couldn’t stand

any longer "'

“And may I take you home?"

“Yes, Tom."

“And wlill yon stay

come home in March?”
‘Yos, Tow."”

“And wlll you say ‘yes, Tom,' to
what | asked in the letter—the one
Julla dtd not deliver?”

1

-

theve until I

“1 don't know what you asked,
Tom?7"
“Rewgic! You do know!"”
“Yeg-8, Tom!"
One Is Illegal.
“What {8 the difference hetween

making money and earning money ?""
asked the youth.

‘SBoruetimes the difference js a trip
to the penitentiary for counterfelt-
{ng,”” anewered the home-grown
philosopher

Might Have Missed the Last.

‘| suppose vou have read Shales-
ponra's wWorks?'” sald the young hian
from the East

“yes, all of them,” replied Miss
Fitz of 8. Louls, “that i3, unless he
has written sometbing within thé past
year."

|

Another Point of View.
“Sweet are the uses of adversity,” |
remarked the party with the quotu-

tion hahit. -
“t {sn’t its use I object to,” re-

joined the fusay person; ‘It is its
abuses ™

THE STORY KIDS.

a huge pitecher. He smiled on Blalr
as he approached and shouted greet-
ing.

“Looking for us?” he cried. “I
guass ma'll et you come in.”
“I scarcely think g0, respounded

Blaly coldly.
minutes.”

“We took the wires off the bhel)”
explained Billy with another grin.
“You have to go down to tli& base-
ment and knock fiva times. We're
on a vacation. You've been mlssin’
lots of fun.

“You s#ee, pa wanted to go to the
mountains and ma wanted to go to
the shore. Mn mosgt always gots her
way, but pa gave in lagt yenr, and

“I rang for about five

we hoarded up the bhouse and we're
H¥in® out In the backyard in tents
half the tinie, and the other half the
time we fve on the roof. We have
fee cream for dinner every day, and
we rugh the piteher to the sodn foun-
tain for root beer when we stay
bhome. It costs a lot of money to go
away, and pa's spending that on fun
inatead. We wrote vyou to come
back."

“I never gol the letter,” sald Blair
acidly.

“Not even the invitation to Bell's
wedding?"” asked Billy In surprise,
“I's one of that sort of invitations
that you get after it happens. Fred
Widmer took Bell out tor a trolley
ride and they came bacl: married. He
sald Bell wanted to go to Saratoga
and that was as good a place as any
for a honeymoon."

IFor a moment Blair was speech-
less, then he sald romehting under
hig breath.

“What did you say?' asked Billy,
regarding him with mild curiosity.
He had never seen Blair look like
that before.

“I said there was such a thing
as being too diplomatic,” explained
Blair, editing out the dashes on the
boy’s account “You tell your
mother T won't come in. 7T don't feal
mother [ won't come In. ] don't fell

Bllly, suddenly remembering his
soda, hurrled into the house, and
Blalr  headed for his napartments

where he could comfortably curse the
strategy by which he hoped (o steal a
march on his rival and the stubborn-
ness of the Storys,
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GNES  CARVER  ye-)some things to be done before I look-

rarded her mall with
v little shudder of dis-

gust, It was heavier
than wusual and she
was in no mood for

wading through a mauss
) of false sentiment and
untutored pleading
She smiled a eynlcal
little smile as she drew
the chalr up to the
desk and reached for the slender
blade of steel that she used as an en-
velope opener,

The mal] this morning was the us-
ual mixtures of pathos and nonsense,
but over one she paused a long time
before she put it aside, because it
seemed so very llke her own case.
She took It up again when the routine
lettors were cared for, and leaning
back in her chair she reread it half a
dozen times

“I love @ young man who some day
promlises to become famous,” it ran
“At the present time I am making al-
most douhle the money that he does,
there is a chance that he may become
a great success. At the same time,
there Is the possibility that he will
not galn this success, in which case [
should be the more successful. Would
you advige me to marry or wait and
see how It all turps out?” *

It differed very little from scores of
propositions she had declded almost
off hand, and yet the letter fascinat-
¢d Agnes, for she had felt the same
drend herself that Ned Darlington
might not gain the suctess that he
deserved and that sha might outdis-
tance him o the race for fame.

8he bad felt that she could not
bear to see Ned struggling along
while she forged aheud, and #he Had
told him so when sghe had jolneqd the
staff of The Dally Solar. There had
been talk then of great things that
were to be dope for her, and Ned
hid bluntly demiunded that she choosa
belween a career and himself,

She had chosen the career, to re-
gret It ever after, for he had flung
Iimself out of her presence and she
hnd vot geen hiot since, She had heard
that he had gone west, but they
fiever had had friends in commou ang
none of her acquaintances could tell
her anything of hig whereabouts.

She pondered over the letter untfl
the striking of Lhe clock warned her
that she must get to work, so, lay-
ing the letter aslde, ghe reluctantly
raiged the cover of her desk and slip-
ped a sheet of paper Into the ma-
chine,

Rapldly she answered the more
promising of the other letters, then
she stopped and again took up the
caso that was so llke Her own. She
was sdll looking at it when one of
the copy hoys stopped at her desk.

“Mr, Velt says he'd like to have
your copy it it's ready, Miss Carver,”
he announced. *“He wants to get the
department stuff in early to leave the
machines free {or the murder trial."

“In Just @ moment,” shé promised,
with a gullty glance at the clock, and
then, with an abrupt !Hitle gesture
of delermination, she faced the ma-
chine agaln and wrote rapldly:

She turned the copy in and hur-
ried uptown to a club meeting to
which she had been #assigned, but
through the day the lefter and lier
answer haunted het thoughts ahd she
could not eut them from her mind.

It spoiled her sleep too, for khe
could  only  toss  uncomfortably
through half the night and rose with
heavy spirits and leaden head in the
morning, In the hope of gaining
some rellef she started (o walk dowh
the avenue to the office

HBhe hat ecarcely turned the corner
nearest her apartment thap she camie
to a dead halt, jor cominy roward Her
was the man whose Image had been
revived so strongly by tho letter.

For an instant ehd thougnt that !t
was all a part of the walking night-
ware in which she haa gpent the past
24 hours, but the next moment Ned
Darlington was shaking her hand
with a grip that was anyvthing but
ghostly,

-

“I've been here a whole week,” he
cried jubliantly, *“but there were

ed youn up. I was coming to call this
morning. [ did not suppose that you
left the office hefore 10 at least.”

“l1 was not feellng well and [
thought that a walk might do me
good,” she explained, and Ned turned
and suited his pace to hers,

“Then by all means let us walk,”
he agreed gayly “IU'S been a long
time since we used to walk together,
Agnes. 1 suppose that you don't
mind walking with a -man in a hat
like this?""

“You look like a cowboy; but
you're mnot a cowboy to be ashamed
of,” she said with admiration. *You
seem to have siretched out and up,
Ned. Only vour face is not changed.”

“Prosperity,” he explained. “After
w6 had our last talk I came to the
conclusion that you were going to be
a better newspaper woman than I ever
could be painter, so 1 scraped my
dollars together and went west. [
happened to stumble against a very
real mine and I'm worth a pot of
money now, Are you still sticking
o your old job and telling the love-
lorn what they want to know?"

“That I8 only a part of the work
now,” sho explained. *“I can’t seem
to get rid of IL."

“And yon are still telling them
what you would do yourself?"” he
asked referring to the platform on
which Agnes had taken bher stand
when the work was first given her
and which he had declared would
never do.

“r am still giving veal advice,” she
sald with an attempt at her old
gajely.

“Then we'll go In here and get the
ring,” he announced abruptl- as they
came to a hault before a famous jew-
elry store.

“What ring?"” she asked in confus-
jon.

For un auswer Darlington drew
from hig pocket a folded paper and
pointed to thé home page displayed
on the outslde,

“I guess you wrole that' he said
quietly. “'I was afrald that you might
guess that T had the question sent in
and chuck it into tke waste basket.
The glrl stenographer at the hotel
wrote it for me."

Agnes glared at “he answer that

AGNES CARVER.

had stirred her so strongly. In a
Nulf dozon sentences ghe had advised
the write* that i a man co:ld sup-
port her It was better that she should
abundon  her career than that it
ghould Interfere with her love

“I'hat's advice from an expert.”
reminded Ned exultantly. “Are you
ready to follow your own advice?"”

The Real Attraction.

English  iel—"You  American
girls have not Buch healthy complex-
jons #e we have. | cannot under-

stand why our noblemen take a
funey to your white faces.'s
Amerleitn Girl—"1t {sn't our white
faces that attract them, my dear; it's
our greénbacks.”

The Ground Rents.
Homer—"80 vou were in Japan,
eh? Is real estate high there?"
Travers—"'Not very, bhut _the
ground rents are sométhing awful.”
Homer-—"How ¢o you explain that
{f Jand is cheap?"

Travers—' Earthquakeg.”
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